GRAY.

Station of his Sicilian Majestie's Gallies. the air
here is all perfumed with the large plantations of
ancient Orange-trees about the town; they were at
this time all cover'd with flowers & ripe fruit at once,
& the first I had yet seen in Italy, that seem'd to
grow kindly in the natural earth, being of great bulk,
& beauty. The bay was fall of Fishing-Vessels; on
the right hand lies the Town and Castle of Gaeta in
fall view overlooked by a high hill on which is the
Monument of Munatius Plancus, like a round tower,
all alone, 'tis about half a dozen miles from Mola
cross (sic) the Bay to it. one still follows the Appian
way, which runs thro' this town, to the banks of the
River Garigliano: just on this side are pretty large
ruins of Minturnse, a small aqueduct of brick entire
for a good way together, a Theatre, & something like
a Circus, with many other little remains of building
scatter'd about quite down to the Sea. one crosses
this Eiver (the Liris) in a ferry, it retains it's
former calmness, and clearness, winding slowly thro' a
charming plain, & full to the very brink, not like the
generality of Italian rivers, shallow, and turbulent,
one now leaves the Appian, which goes off towards
the ruins of old Capua, that lay some miles more
inland, than the new City does, the road now grows
extremely spatious, like those in Lombardy, &, tho'
unpaved, is in extremely good condition, haveing been
repair'd, & in a manner new-made against the arrival fatter than she wu#* J
